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Can't Sleep 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little one shot cause | was bored. Enjoy! 


| had never been good at sleeping alone. 


Having a girlfriend, a warm body, next to me at night, it helped. She made it easier to get through the night. 


Feeling alone only made sleep harder for me. And eventually, | began to love her. 
But then she left. 


And when she left, the heartbreak returned. As did the nightmares. 


After nights spent alone, trying to sleep, | gave up. There was only one person that | knew could calm my 
nerves and help me to sleep again. 


However, that person hated affection. That tall, blonde person, he had never even accepted a hug 


enthusiastically. That person was very, very straight (although | was not). That person was James Hetfield. 
Although | knew these things, | still found myself driving to his house in the middle of the night. Knowing he'd 
be sleeping, knowing he'd be angry that he was being woken up at all, and knowing that he would probably turn 


me away didn't stop me. 


Although if I'd known the look he would give me when he saw my face at 1:00 in the morning, | probably 
wouldn't have bothered with the drive. 


"Please, James. | can't sleep by myself," | said softly, though | knew my pleading did no good with him. 


He watched me in grumpy silence. With a huff of finality, he turned and started walking inside. But the door 


was still open 
"J-James? You left the door..." | trailed off. 
"C'mon. Shut it behind you," the sleepy voice mumbled. 


| quickly stepped inside and shut the door behind me. The house was dark and quiet, save for the sound of 
James's feet padding quietly across the floor and toward the stairs. 


"Should-should 1...7" | didn't finish the question. 
“Should you what? Come on, man" James's voice was tinged with irritation, | could tell. 


"Upstairs? With you?" | asked hesitantly. | hoped that | was right. 


"Yes, Lars. There's a guest room, y'know. You've stayed here before," he replied, starting up the stairs. | 


followed him. 
"Oh, yeah. OF course," | whispered softly, fighting to keep my voice neutral. 
James turned, his head cocked slightly. "What's wrong? Did you..” 


| looked at my feet, glad he couldn't see my cheeks turn red in the darkness. "Nothing, James. l'm good," | 
replied 


He was silent until we reached the top of the stairs. As | began to head reluctantly toward the guest room, a 


hand grabbed my wrist. | looked in James's direction curiously. 
"Well, c'mon," he mumbled. He slowly dragged me with him towards his bedroom, and | followed obligingly. 


His bedroom was dark, but not too dark; | could see the messy covers on the bed, the random spattering of 


clothing across the floor, the guitar leaned against the wall. James dropped his loose hold on my wrist to climb 


back into bed, but | stood uncomfortably near the doorway. 


‘Lars, why're you just standing there? It's weird," he said with a small frown. He pulled the blankets up over 


him. 


| shrugged. "l-I don't know. | don't want to, like, weird you out," | said softly. It was true; James always seemed 


so easy to scare away, no matter how long we'd been best friends. 
James sighed. "Stop being a baby and go to bed. You came here for a reason, right? To sleep." 


| slowly walked over to his bed and sat down. | took in what was happening slowly. Was | really in James's bed? 
With James allowing it? Slowly, | laid down, thankful that I'd worn a pair of pajama pants. 


James looked at me again, the same sleepy frown on his face. "Dude, you can use this, y'know," he said, 
gesturing to the blankets covering the bed. 


| nodded and pulled them back before slowly slipping under. "Um, thanks," | said quietly. 
"Well, you didn't have to ask to use them," he said quietly, turning away from me. 


"No, | mean, thanks for everything. For letting me stay here. | know it isn't something you'd usually do," | said 


shyly. 


James turned back over to face me. "Hey, | wouldn't want my best friend in the world to suffer. I'm here for 


you." He smiled gently. 
| managed a smile back. "Thank you, James. Really," | mumbled. 
He nodded. "You're welcome, buddy. Do you want to talk about it?" he asked. 


Although | hesitated at first, | soon found myself spilling everything to James. The frustration came first, and 


soon, the tears followed. 


"Fuck, dude, I'm sorry. | feel ridiculous for-for crying over a girl. And over having a few nightmares," | 


mumbled, turning away from him. | knew | was probably pushing it. 
A warm hand landed on my back. "Hey, it's okay. I'm sorry you get so miserable," James said softly. 
| sniffed, but didn't turn back to look, as much as | wanted to. Soon, | felt him move closer. 


"You can stay here any night you need to, Lars. | don't mind at all" His other hand found my hair and began to 
play with it. 


"Thank you, Jamie," | said quietly, blushing slightly at the nickname | hardly ever used for him. He laughed 
softly at it. 


"IIl protect you, Lars. | dont want you to feel shitty anymore," James mumbled. | could hear it in his voice 


that he was beginning to get sleepy again 

We fell into a comfortable silence. James's hand continued to run lightly through my hair, and soon his other 
arm had found its way around my waist. It was all so perfect; James was so warm, and his scent, one that 
had always kept me calm, was all around me. If | could curl up with him and stay just like that for the rest of 


my life, | would have. 


As James's breathing began to slow and even out, mine did, too. Sleep was coming for the first time in days. | 


fumbled absently for James's hand, which had been resting lightly on my chest 
"Jeg elsker dig, Jamie," | mumbled softly. He couldn't know what that meant, but | had to say it, anyway. 
He was quiet for a few moments, though his hand grasped my own 

"I love you too, Lars” 


The shock of his reply is what jolted me back into awareness. He must have felt me tense, because | was soon 


being pulled even closer to James. | felt his soft laughter in his chest. 

‘Lars, you know I've spent years with you now. I've learned a few of the things you say," he whispered. 
| curled up close to James, and he only welcomed me closer. "I didn’t know that," | whispered shyly. 

His soft laughter vibrated lightly through his chest once again. "Jeg elsker dig, Larsy,’ he mumbled. 


| felt a smile on my lips for the first time in weeks. "Jeg elsker dig, Jamie." 


